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Rachel Gleason

Avoiding Nineveh
“Now the word of the Lord came unto Jonah the son of Amittai, saying,
Arise, go to Nineveh, that great city, and cry against it; for their wickedness is
come up before me.”
Jonah 1:1-2 New King James Version
Seaweed snakes around my ankles,
and I can eat these sodden chains.
Let them snake around the molars,
slide down my throata fattened eel seeking out the darkness
at the pit of my empty stomach.
And at least I won’t be starving.
And I can pick the slimy tendrils
from between my teeth
with half-digested fish bones.
And yes, I’m that content,
that hell-bent, on avoiding Nineveh,
So I can survive.
At least for a while.
The acid works slowly
and at least it’s warm,
unlike the sea
and God’s turned shoulder.
Unlike the hearts that beat
behind the walls of that carnal city.
And I can sail the seas forever,
call it a symbiotic friendship.
Rest against the ribs
of this new kind of savior.
Savor the solitude, savor the rhythm
of this fabricated freedom.
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Slick, warm walls not quite closing in,
contracting, heaven-bent on extracting
this parasite. And I chose flight,
but now I’m fighting.
Tooth and nail dragging.
Tear the inner lining.
And it’s something I can carry
under my fingernails
and in repressed memory.
Expelled upon the shores,
prostrate and sobbing,
of that forsaken city.
What a coincidenceNineveh is still sinning,
still waiting, though unknowing,
for me.
Prophet from the sea,
and what a coincidencefrom the very belly
of the god all of Nineveh’s been worshipping:
Great Fish.
Great Fish.
And I too have committed idolatry
when I prayed to that fish
when I thought I was dying…
And now I’m lying
at the feet of mercy,
brought to the very boundaries
of the fate from which I’ve been fleeing.
But once again I can flee
and maybe this time He won’t see
as I skirt the walls of destiny.
And I can pretend there won’t be
some great bird swooping hungrily,
some great lake of fire waiting thirstily.
I can stand in the desert defiantly.
Preach to the buzzards about the futility
of free will.
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